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July 2014—a short 
break in Marrakesh 


to celebrate our 
Golden Wedding 
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The tortoise in a mad 
away from my smelly 


ash to get 
Sandals 
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The Jewish cemetery, the largest 
Jewish cemetery in Morocco, 
characterised by white-washed 
tombs and sandy graves, is adja- 
cent to the mellah, (old Jewish 
Quarter) within the medina. 
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Four cats with a shared dream 
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July 2014 


Postcript. A short celebration break in Marrakech staying in a wonderful 
riad that had only been opened a few days before we arrived. It was down a 
tiny dirty alley behind a big wooden gate and was a total relaxing oasis of 
calm with the central tree-lined courtyard having a plunge pool open to the 
sky. Only 6 rooms and a charming host and staff who couldn't do enough for 
us. Breakfast served by a smiling Mohammed was on the roof terrace with 
home-made yoghurts fruit, juices fresh hot bread and pancakes. The medina 
was a few minutes away through a bab (gate) in the high wall where a fran- 
tic totally different world unfolded. 


As it was Ramadam it got going pretty late and suddenly the total vast area 
filled with a mob of people selling, buying, eating and enjoying the atmos- 
phere. It was a visual feast and it was impossible not to get totally lost. We 
did not feel threatened despite going well away from the central tourist ar- 
eas. Spices, perfumes, oils and food smells infused the night air with differ- 
ent scents around every corner. It was so different ...and totally exhausting. 
We (eventually) found our way back to the tiny alley, opening the door to our 
oasis and relaxed with our feet dangling in the icy water of the plunge pool. 


We ate in the square some evenings at hastily erected pop-up restaurants 
where the cooks called you in exclaiming that their fare was better than the 
next ‘pop-up’. The food kept on coming and was a selection of different 
tagines each one having its own special qualities. 


Fresh juices were squeezed to order at the numerous stalls where you were 
encouraged to return by memorising their numbered identity. 


We ate in fantastic riads which were totally impossible to find if you didn't 
have inside knowledge and they opened up into different floors of paradise 
with food served on the roof terraces with the sound of the callers to the 
mosques...what a great 50 wedding celebration...a different world 


